
9 6 The Tragedy c^Othello 

lag. Filth thoalieft. 

Em. By lieaucn I doc not, I doe not Gentlemen, 

O murderous Coxcombe / what fhould fuch a foolc 
Doe with To good a women ? 

The Moore ratines at Iago.Iago kilt hiswife. 

Oth. Are.chcrc no ftones in heanen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? pretious villainc, 

Gra. The woman falls/urc hc has ki!d his wife- 

Em. 1 ,1,0 by me by ray miftreffe fide. Exit lago. 

Gra. Bee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious viilaine.take your weapon. 
Which I ha ue here recouered from the Moore : 

Come, guard the dore vvithoutfjct him noepaffe. 

But kill him rather, I’le.after that fame villainc. 

For tis a d amned fume. Exit Mont . and Gratiane. 

Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But eucry puny whipftergets my fword. 

But why fboukl honour out Hue honefty ? 

Let it goe all 

Em. Moore, (he was chaft,fhe lou’d thoc cruell Moore, 
So come my foule to.bliffc,as I fpcake true ; 
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So fpcakingas I thinkc,! die,l die. 


no 
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Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,theIiehrQokes temper; 

0 here it is; V ncle 1 ir.uft come forth. Gra .within. 

Cm. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee decre. 

Thou haft no weapon,and perforce wuftfuffer. 

Oth. Lookc in vpoome then, and fpeaketome. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 

Gra. What-is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,! haue a weapon, 

A better nencr didit fclfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Souklicrs thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you (top : butO vaidcbcaft. 

Who can controds his Fate ? tis l^ot fo now. 
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The Moore o/V enice. 

Pale as thy fmocke,when we (ball meete at counr. 

This lookc of thitJCjWill hurle my foule from heauen. 

And fiends will (hatch at it •. co!d,cold t my girle, 

Euen like thy chafltty;Ocurfed flaue: 

VVhippe me you Oiuells, 

From the pofTcffion of this heauenly fight. 

Blow nic about in winds, roaft me in fulphurc, 

Wafb me in fteepc downe gulphcs of iiquit fire : 

O Defdemona y Defdemeua,dcs.d,0,o i q. 

Enter Lodouico, Montano,! ago, Officers , 

Caffio in a Chaire. 

Lod. Where i s this rafh and moftinfortunate.man, 

Oth. Thac’s he that was Qthe/lo, here I am. 

( Lod. Whereis this Viper, bring the villaine forth. 

Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable 
^ If thru beeft a diuell,T cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wring his fword from him. 

.. lag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Oth. I am not iorry neither,l’de haue thee loue. 

For in my fenfe tis happmeffe to die. 

Led. O thou Othello, that were once fo good, 

Falne in the pradtife of a damned flaue, 

Wnat fhould be laid to thee? 

Oth. Why anything, . • 

An honourable murderer ifyou will: 

For nought did I in hate,butallin honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy : 

D id you and he content in Cafties death ? 

Oth. I.— 

Caf. D eare Generali, I, did neucr giuc you caufe. 

Oth. I doc beleeue it,and i askeyou pardon. 

Will you pray,deipand that' demy dlucll. 

Why he hath thus iiifnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing,' what you know you know. 

From this time forth I neuer will fpcake word. 

Lod. What not to pray ? 

Grat. T omients Will op’eyour lips. 

N Oth , , 







► 



